
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



THE BOMANCE 



Ofjf 



SYR TRYAMOURE, 



fn^lt 4 IIIA»ft1'M!lt1FT' PB&SXBVVB lH TSK 



rM^TfxIlSlTT tlBEAJiY. < AMBR/liOH. 



P 



II 



JMIBii OKCITABD HAIXIWELL, ESQ, 



LOKDOKj 
rillNTKD FOB THE FEROV SOCIETV, 



lUiictt 1816, 



Ko. LX.IIL 



ROMANCE OF SYR TRYAMOURE. 



THE ROMANCE 



SYR TRYAMOURE, 



FROM A MANUSCRIPT PRESERVED IN THE 



UNIVERSITY LIBRARY, CAMBRIDGE. 



EDITED BY 



JAMES ORCHARD HALLIWELL, ESQ. 

F.K.8., HON. M.R I.A., HON. M.B.S.L., P.S.A., ETC. 



LONDON : 
PRINTED FOR THE PERCY SOCIETY, 

BT T. RICHARDS, 100, ST. MARTIN'S LANE. 
M.DCCC.XLVI. 






HARVARD^ 
I UNIVERSITY 
LIBRARY 

MAti^blUo2 , 



CTOuntfl, 1845-6. 



Fresidetttf 
The Rt. Hon. LORD BRAYBROOKE, F.S.A. 

THOMAS AMYOT, Esq. F.R.S. Tebas. S.A. 

WILLIAM HENRY BLACK, Esq 

WILLIAM CHAPPELL, Esq. F.S.A. 

J. PAYNE COLLIER, Esq. F.S.A. 

BOLTON CORNEY, Esq. 

T. CROFTON CROKER, Esq. F.R.S., M.R.I.A. 

JAMES HENRY DIXON, Esq 

FREDERICK W. FAIRHOLT, Esq. F.S.A. 

J. O. HALLIWELL, Esq. F.R.S., F.S.A. 

WILLIAM JERDAN, Esq. F.S.A., M.R.S.L. 

CAPTAIN JOHNS, R.M. 

T. J. PETTIGREW, Esq. F.R|8., F.S.A. 
^ WILLIAM SANDYS, Esq. F.S.A. 
is W. J. THOMS, Esq. F.S.A. 

THOMAS WRIGHT, Esq. M.A., F.S.A., Secretary 
and Treasurer. 



I 



TO THE READER. 



The text of the following romance is taken from 
the earliest copy of it known to exist, contained 
in a large manuscript collection of similar pieces, 
formed late in the reign of Henry VI., and pre- 
served in the Public Library of the University 
of Cambridge, Ff. ii. 38. A much later copy is 
contained in the Percy MS. There were at least 
two early editions of Syr Tryamoure, both 
printed by Copland. One of these has been re- 
printed in Mr. Utterson's Select Pieces of Early 
Popular Poetry, 1817, vol. i; but it is scarcely 
necessary to observe that it is of little value as a 
text compared with the more ancient and correct 
version now for the first time published. 

J. H. 



THE ROMANCE 



SYR TRYAMOURE. 



Heven blys that alle schalle wjnne, 
Schylde us fro dedly sjnue, 

And graunte us the bljs of hevjme ! 
Yf ye wylle a stounde blynne, 
Of a story y wylle begynne. 

That graeyns ys to nevyne; 
Of a kyng and of a queue, 
What bale and blys was them betwene, 

Y schalle yow telle fulle evyn: 
A gode ensaumpulle ye may lere, i^ 

Yf ye wylle thys story here 

And herkyn to my stevyne. 
He was the kynge of Arragone, 
A nobull man and of grete renown, — 

Syr'Ardus was hys name; 
He had a queue that hyght Margaret, 
Trewe as stele y yow be-hett, 

That falsely was broght in blame; 

B 



THE ROMANCE OP 

The kyngjs steward Marrok hjght. 

False and fekjlle was that wyght, ^ 

That lady for to fame: 
He lovyd welle that lady gente, 
For scho wolde not to h jm assente 

He dud hur mekylle schame. 
The kyng lovyd welle the quene, 
For scho was semely on to sene 

And trewe as stele on tree; 
Ofte tyme togedur can they meene. 
For no chylde come them betwene. 

Sore syghed bothe sche and heel ^ 

Therfore the kyng, as y undorstondey 
Hath made a vowe to go into the Holy Londe, 

To fyght and not to flee, 
That Grod Almyghty schulde helpe them so 
A chylde to gete betwene them two, 

That ther heyre myght bee. 
When the kyng hys vowe had maked, 
And at the Pope the Gros takyd, 

To bedd then were they broght; 
That nyght on hys lady mylde, 40 

As God wolde, he gate a chylde, 

But they of hjt wyste noght. 
Sone on the mome, when hyt was day. 
The kyng wolde forthe on hys way 

To the londe there Grod was boght; 
Than begane the quene to mome. 
For he wolde no lenger soyome, 

Prevy sche was in thoght. 



SYR TRYAMOURE. 3 

The kjng bad ordeygne hys armoryes, 
Knyghtys, squyers, and palfrays, «o 

Alle redy for to goo; 
He toke hys leve at the quene, 
At erlys and barons alle be-dene, 

And at syr Marrok alsoo. 
He comawndyd Marrok, on hys lyfe, 
That he schulde kepe wele the quene hys wyfe, 

Bothe in wele and in woo; 
Betwene the quene and the kyng 
Was grete sorowe and mornynge. 

When they schulde parte in twoo! oo 

Now ys the kyng passyd the see, 
To hys enemyes gone ys he 

And warryth there a whyle; 
But than syr Marrok, hys steward. 
Was faste abowtewarde 

To do hys lady gyle. 
He wowyd the quene bothe day and nyght, 
To lye hur by he had hyt hyght. 

He dredyd no peryle; 
Feyre he spake to hur a-plyght, 70 

Yf he hur thoght turne myght 

Wyth wordys, hyt was hys wylle. 
The quene was stedfaste of wylle, . 
Sche herde hys wordys and stode stylle 

Tylle he alle had sayde. 
Sche seyde, " Traytor, what ys thy thoght? 
Alle that thou spekyst hyt ys for noghti 

Owt upon the, thefe!" sche ^eyde in that 
brayde. b 2 
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" My lorde, when he went to the see. 

For specyalle tryste he toke me to the * 80 

To have undur holde; 
And now thou woldyst wondur fayne 
Be the furste to do me trayne! 

How darste thou be so bolde?" 
He seyde, " Ye, be my lady gente. 
For now ys my lorde wente 

Agayne hys fone to fyght; 
And but the more wondyr bee 
Ye schalle nevyr more hym see, 

Therfore y rede yow ryght. w 

Now ys he gone, my lady free, 
In hys stede ye schalle take me; 

Am y not a knyght? 
And we schalle do so prevely, 
That whethyr he leve or dye, 

Ther schalle wete no wyght." 
Then was the queue wonder wrothe. 
And swere mony a grete othe, 

As sche was woman trewe! 
" Yf ye be so hardy lOO 

To wayte me wyth velanye, 

Fowle hjrt schalle the rewel 

Y trowe y schalle never ete bred 
Tylle thou be broght to the dedd, 

Soche balys then schalle y the brewe? 

Y may evyr aftur thys 

That thou woldyst tyse me to do amys^ 
No game schulde the glewe!*' 
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Marrok seyde, " Madam, mercy, 

Y seyde hyt for no velanye, ^lo 

But for a fondynge; 
For y wolde wytt yowre wylle, 
Whethur that hyt were gode or ylle, 

And for no nothyr thynge; 
And now, madame, y may see 
That ye ar trewe as stele on tree 

Unto my lorde the kynge: 
And that ys me wondur lefe, 
Wherefore taketh hyt to no grefe 

Or wyckyd askynge." ^^ 

So excusyd he hym tho, 
The lady wende hyt had byn soo 

As Syr Marrokk sayde. 
He goth forthe and holdyth hys pese, 
More he thenkyth then he says. 

He was fulle evylle payde. 
Of the quene let we bee. 
And thorow the grace of the Trynyt6 

Grete wyth chylde sche was! 
And of Kyng Ardus speke we, 130 

Farre in hethennes ys he) 

To werre in Groddys grace; 
There he had grete chyvalry, 
He slewe hys enemyes with grete envy,. 

Grete worde of hym aroos: 
In hethennes and yn Spayne, 
In Gaskyn and in Almayne 

Wyt they of hys loos. 
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THien he had done fars pjlgf y oM igc^ 

And maked aDe hjs mesBigey no 

With wordN^ that ware not wjckydd. 
To fleme Jordon and to Bedlem, 
And to the borogh <^ Jemsaleniy 

There God was dede and qwykk; 
Then longed be at home to bene 
And for to sptke with h js qnene. 

That h j8 thoght was erer npon. 
And he gate schyppys pierajy 
And to the schypp on a daj 

He thoght that he flewe anone. IM 

So longe thej drove npon the fome. 
That at the laste thej come b<Hne 

To hjs owne lande; 
When the kjng and theqoene were togederagajne, 
Thej made mekjile joye, gle and game, — 

Then tolde the kjnge bar tythande. 
The kjnge behelde the quene mjlde^ — 
And sawe that sche was wyth ehylde^ 

Then made he glad semland. 
Twenty tymys he dnd bur kysse, 160 

Then made they game and blysse. 

And he toke hnr be the hande. 
But sone aftnr come tythynges^ 
Marrok mett hys lorde kynge. 

And faste he can hym firayne. 
" Syr," he seyde, "for GUiddys pyne. 
Of a thyng that now ys ynne 

Whareof be ye so fayne? 
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Ye wenc the chylde yourys be, 

Hyt ys not so, so mote y the, i^o 

The quene hath done the trayne! 
Another knyght, so mote y spede, 
Gat the chylde syth thou yede. 

And hath the quene for-layne!*' 
"Alias!" seyde the kyng, " what may that be? 
Betoke y not hur to the 

To kepe hur in weyle and woo? 
Sche was undur thy kepeyng, 
Why letyst thou hur do that wyckyd thynge? 

Alias! why dud sche soo?" 180 

" Syr," seyde Syr Marrok, " wyte not me, 
For grete moone sche made for the. 

As sche had lovyd no moo; 

Y trowed in hur no false-hedd 
Tylle y fonde them with the dede, 

Togedur betwene them two. 
In the fyrste fourtenyght that ye were went, 

Y fownde them togedur verament. 

Or they ther wylle had done; 
To hym y rane with egur mode, i^o 

And slewe the kny5t there he stode. 

Be myn owne dome: 
Then wende sche sche schulde be schente. 
And me be-hett londe and rente, 

And hyght me to do my wylle. 
But y myselfe wolde noght, 
Ye were evyr in my thoght 

Bothe lowde and styHe!" 
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" Alias!" seyde the kynge, ** now y wondar, 
For sorowe my herte brekyih in sondjrr, ^ 

Why hath sche done amjs? 

Y wot not to whom 7 maj meene. 
For 7 have lo8te mj comelj quene. 

That 7 was wonte to k7sael'' 
" Marrok/* he 8e7de, " what 7s thy rede^ 
Whether that sche be done to dedd. 

That was m7 bl7sse? 
For S7then sche hath forsaken me, 

Y W7lle hur no more see, 

Nor dwelle WTth hur 7-W7S.*' 210 

^* Stt," se7de Marrok, " 7e schalle not soo. 
Ye schalle hur nother brenne nor sloo, . 

For dowte of 87nne; 
Bett7r h7t 78, S7r, be m7 rede^ 
Owt of 70wre londe sche be flem7d in d%de, 

And faste 76 schalle hur comawnde to W7nne; 
But take hur an oolde stede, 
And an olde kn75t that ma7 hur lede, 

T7lle sche be paste 70wre realme, 
And g7f them some spend7nge, 230 

That them owt of th7 londe ma7 br7nge, 

Y can no bett7r deme." 
" For, S7r," he se7de, "h7t were not feyre, 
A horcop to be 70wre he7re, 

But he ware of 7owre kTune.** 
Then se7de the kynge, " So mote 7 the, 
As thou haste se7de, so schalle h7t bee, 

Arste 7 schalle not blynne." 
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Then exylyd the kyng the quene, 

Sche had wonder what hyt myght meene, ^30 

What made hym so to begynne; 
No lenger he wolde gyf hur respyte, 
Nor no worde he wolde speke hur wyth, 

And that was grete synne! 
He let clothe hur in sympulle wede, 
And set hur upon an olde stede, 

That was bresyd and blynde; 
And toke to hur an olde knyght, 
That Syr Roger hyght, 

That curtes was and kynde, 2iO 

And gaf them twenty dayes to passe, 
And ovyr that tyme hys wylle was, 

Yf men myght hur fynde, 
Sche schulde be takyn and be brente, 
And the knyght be there assente 

Schulde wayne wyth the wynde: 
Thretty florens to there spendynge 
He gaf them, withowte lesynge. 

And comawnded them to goo; 
The qwene for sorowe wolde dye, 250 

For sche wyste not wherefore nor why 

That sche was flemed soo: 
Therfore sche had grete drede. 
And sche swownyd on hur stede, 

Hyt was no wondur thogh sche were wo. 
Syr Roger comfortyd the quene, 
And seyde, " At Goddys wylle muste hyt bene, 

What helpyth hyt yow yf ye youre selfe 
sloo?" 
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KnjghtjSf sqnjers and ladjes gente. 

Homed for the qnene that was wente, ^^ 

The kynge had no chesowne. 
And the qnene had grete care. 
For sche schnlde fro hur lorde fare 

Wythowte ony resowne; 
Bnt then thej wente fro that stede. 
On ther way forthe they yede 

Ferre fro every towne. 
Into a grete wyldames, 
Fulle of wylde bestys hyt was, 

Be dale and eke be downe. 270 

Marrok thoght utturly 
To do the quene a velanye, 

Hys luste for to fulfylle; 
He ordeygnyd hym a companye 
Of hys owne meynye, 

That wolde assente hym tylle. 
To a wode they wente in hye, 
There the quene schidde passe by, 

And there stode they alle stylle. 
There had he thoght redyly 380 

To have do the quene a velanye, 

Fayne he wolde hur spylle! 
The quene and sir Roger come into the wode, 
Wote ye wylle thay thoght but gode 

To passe wythowtyn dowte; 
Then were they war of the steward 
Come rydyng to them warde, 

Wyth a grete rowte. 
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" Here ys treson," seyde the quene. 

"Alias!" seyde Roger, " what may that bene? ^^ 

We here be sett alle abowte! 
Syth we here schalle dye, 
Oure dedys fulle sore they schalle abye, 

Be they nevyr so stowte!" 
The steward Roger can ascrye. 
And seyde, " jylde the, for thou schalt dye. 

To us thou haste no myght!" 
Syr Roger seyde, " Traytur for-thy 
My dethe schalt thou dere abye, 

Yf that y wyth the fyght." »oo 

There come they to hym in hye 
Syr Roger wyth grete envy, 

Kydd he was a knyght; 
They hewe on hym fulle boldely, 
Ther was none of alle that company 

So bolde nor so wyght. 
Syr Roger smote them on the hede. 
That to the gyrdylle the swerde yede. 

Of hym were they qwyte; 
They hewe on hym faste as they were wode, sio 
On eche syde then sprong the blode, 

So sore on hym they dud smyte! 
Trewe-love, hys hownde so gode, 
Halpe hys maystyr and be hym stode, 

Byttyrly he can byte! 
Whylle they were togedur be-stedd. 
The quene passyd awey and fledd 

On fote, and lefte hur stede; 
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Scbe ranne to a thome greney 

Tyl sche come theder sche wolde not blyne, *20 

And daijth there for drede; 
Syr Roger sche dydd beholde. 
He hewe on ther bodjes bolde, 

Hjs hownde halpe hjm at nede. 
Os hyt ys in the story tolde, 
xl**. Syr Boger dowDe can folde. 

So qwyt he them ther mede; 
Had he bene armyd y-wys, 
Alle the maystry had byn hys; 

Alias! why wantyd he hys wede? 330 

As Syr Boger gaf a knokk, 
Behynde hym come Syr Marrok, 

Therfore evylle mote he spede! 
He smot Syr Boger with a spere, 
Thorow the body he can hym here, 

Faste then can he blede; 
He hath an evylle wounde, 
That dynte hath brojt hym to the grounde, 

And fellyd hym on the grene! 
Than he was slayne certenly; 340 

They rode forthe with grete envy 

To seke aftur the quene. 
But they wyste not what they myjt sey, 
Hur stede they fonde, sche was awey, 

Then had that traytur tene; 
Ther jurney then they thoght evylle sett, 
But they wyth the lady not mett, 

They wystc not what to mene; 
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Ovyr alle the wode they hur soght, 

But, as God wolde, they fonde hur noght, ^50 

Then had they grete tene: 
When he myght not the lady fynde, 
He wente away as knyght unkynde 

To Syr Roger there he lay; 
Thryes he styked hym thorow owt, 
Of hys dede he had no dowte, 

Alias! that ylke day! 
When that traytur had done soo, 
He tumyd ageyne there he come fro, 

Unmanly for to say, soo 

For hys company was alle gone, 
xl. he had chaunged for oohe, 

Ther skaped but two away; 
The queue was aferde to be schente, 
Tyl sche sye that they were wente. 

And passyd owt of the slogh; 
Then rose sche up and come agayne 
To Sir Roger, and fonde hym slayne. 

Then had sche sorow y-nogh! 
" Alias!'' sche seyde, " now am y spylte, 370 

Thys false thefe, withowtyn gylte. 

Why dyd he the to slon? 
Syr Roger, thys haste thou for me! 
Alias! that evyr y schulde hyt see!" 

Wyth that sche felle in swowne. 
When sche myght ryse, sche toke hur stede, 
Sche durste no lenger dwelle for drede, 

That no man schulde fynde hur thore; 



14 THE ROMANCE OF 

Sche seyde, " Roger, y see the blede! 

Alias! who may me wys and lede? s^ 

For certen thou mayst no more!" 
Hys gode hownde, for weyle nor woo, 
Wolde not firo hys maystyr goo, 

But lay lykyng hys woundys; 
He wende to have helyd hym agayne, 
Therto he dyd alle hys mayne, 

Grete kyndenes ys in howndys! 
He lykkyd hym tylle he stanke, 
Than he began and konne hym thanke 

To make a pytt of ston, *w 

And to berye hym was hys purpos, 
And scraped on hym bothe ryne and mosse^ 

And fro hym nevyr wolde gone! 
Than levyd they stylle thare, 
The quene faste can sche fare 

For fere of hur foon; 
Sche had grete momyng in hur herte, 
For sche wyste not whedur-warde 

That sche was beste to goone. 
Sche rode forthe noght for-thy *oo 

To the londe of Hongary, 

Tylle sche come thedur wyth woo; 
When sche come undur a wode syde, 
Sche myght no lenger abyde, 

Hur peynys were so throo; 
Sche lyghtyd downe, that was so mylde, 
And there sche travaylyd of a chylde, 

Hyrselfe allone, withowtyn moo; 
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Forthe sche went with sorowe y-nogh, 

And tyed hur hors to a bogh, **<> 

Tylle the throwes were alle y-doo. 
A fejre sone had sche borne, 
When sche herde the chylde crye hur beforne, 

Hyt comfortyd hur fuUe swythe; 
So when sche hurselfe myght styr, 
Sche toke up hur sone to hur 

And lapped hyt fulle lythe. 
What for febubies, wery and woo, 
Sche felle aslepe and hur sone alsoo, 

Hur stede stode hur behynde. *^ 

There come a knyght them fulle nere. 
That hyght sir Barnard Messengere, 

Huntyng aftur an hynde, 
And founde that lady lovely of chere, 
And hur sone slepyng in fere, 

Lyeng undur a lynde; 
He put upon that lady bryght, 
And sche loked upon that knyght, 

And was aferde fulle sore of hys comyng: 
He seyde, " What do ye here, madam ? ^^o 

Fro whens come ye? what ys yowre name ? 

Why lye ye here nowe ?" 
" Syr,** sche seyde, " yf ye wylle wytt. 
My name at home ys Margaret, 

Y swere be God a vowel 
Here have y mekylle grefe, 
Helpe me now at my myschefe. 

At some towne that y were!" 
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The knyght behelde the ladyes mode, 

And thoght sche was of gentylle blode, ^^o 

That in the foreste was bj-stadd there; 
He toke hur up fulle curtesly, 
And hur sone that lay hur by, 

And home he can them lede: 
He let hur have wemen at wylle, 
To tent hur, and that was skylle, 

And broght hur to bede; 
What so evyr sche wolde crave, 
Alle sche myght redyly hyt have, 

Hur speche was sone spedd. 460 

They crystenyd the chylde with grete honowre, 
And callyd hyt Tryamowre, 

Of hyt they were fulle gladd. 
A norse they gatt hyt untylle, 
Sche had mekylle of hur wylle 

Th^y dud as sche them badd; 
Sche was bothe curtes and hynde, 
Every man was hur frynde, 

And of hur was fulle gladd. 
There dwellyd that lady longe, ^o 

Moche myrthe was them amonge. 

But ther gamyd hur no glewe; 
Of hyr they were nevyr yrke, 
Sche techyd hur sone for to wyrke, 

And taght hym evyr newe; 
Hur sone that than dwellyd hur wyth, 
He was mekylle of boon and lyth. 

And feyre of hyde and hewe; 
Every man lovyd hym aftur ther estate, 
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They had no chesone bym to hate, *70 

So sejde alle that hym knewe. 
Leve we styUe at the quene, 
And of the greyhound we wylle mene 

That we before of tolde ; 
Vij. yere, so God me save, 
Kepyd he hys maystyrs grave, 

Tylle that he wexyd olde! 
Evyr on hys maystyrs grave he lay, 
Ther myght no man gete hym away 

For oght that they cowde do, ^^ 

But yf hyt were onys on the day, 
He wolde forthe to gete hys praye. 

And sythen ageyne he wolde goo : 
Vij. yere he levyd there, 
Tylle hyt befelle agenste the youle 

Upon the fyrste day, 
The hounde, as the story says, 
Ranne to the kyngys palays, 

Wythowt ony more delay ; 
As the kyng at the mete was than, ^^ 

Into the halle the hound can rene 

Amonge the knyghtys gay; 
AUe abowte he can beholde. 
And when he sawe not that he wolde 

He dyd hym faste away; 
The hound rennyth evyr y-wys, 
Tylle he come there hys maystyr ys. 

He fonde not that he soght; 
The kynge wondurth in hys wede 
Fro when he come and whedur he yede, ^^ 
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And who hym thedur broght: 
He thoght that he had sene hym thare^ 
But he wyste not when nor whare, 

Forthy then seyde he noght: 
But faste be-thenkyth he hym then^ 
For he thoght he schulde hym kenne, 

So syttyth he in a thoght; 
The tother day, on the same wyse, 
As the kynge fro the horde can ryse, 

The hownde spedd not thoo; 
Alle abowte the halle he soght, 
But at that tyme he fonde hym noght, 

Than dyd he hym faste to goo. 
Then seyde the kyng that ylke stounde, 
" Me thynkyth that was Sir Roger hounde, 

That wente wyth hym thoo, 
When the quene was flemed owt of my lond 
" Syr," they seyde, " we undurstonde 

For sothe that hyt ys soo!" 
The kyng seyde, " What may thys mene? 
Y trowe Syr R<^er and the quene 

Be comen to thys londe. 
For nevyr syth they went y-wys, 
Sawe y Syr Roger hounde or thys, 

That ys wondur tythand! 
When he goth, pursewe hym then, 
For evyrmore he wylle renne 

Tylle he come there hys maystyr ys." 
The tothyr day among them alle, 
To mete as they were sett in halle. 
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Syr Marrok was there ferre withynney-wys; 
And the hounde wolde nevyr hlynne, 
But ranne abowte faste with wynne, 

Tylle he wyth hym metyth. 
He starte up verament, 
The steward be the throte he hente, 

The hownd wrekyd hys maystyrs dethe; 
The stewardys lyfe ys lorne, 
There was fewe that rewyd ther on. 

And fewe for hym wepyth; ^^ 

The greyhownde dyd hym sone to go, 
When hys maystyrs dethe he had venged soo, 

On hym that wroght hym trayne; 
AUe they folowed hym in that tyde, 
Some on horsys and some besyde, 

Knyghtys, squyers and swayne. 
Beste wolde he nevyr have 
lyile he come to hys maystyrs grave, 

And then turned he agayne; 
They myght not gete hym therfro, ^^o 

He stode at fence ageyne them tho, 

But they wolde hym have slayne: 
When they sawe no bettyr bote, 
They turned ageyne on hors and fote, 

Wyth grete wondur y wene. 
They tolde the kyng alle thus, 
"Alias!" seyde Kyng Ardus, 

" What may thys be to meene? 
Y trowe Syr Marrok, be Goddes payne, 
Have slayne Syr Roger be some trayne, ^^^ 

c 2 
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And falsely flemyd my quene! 
The hound had not Sir Marrok slayne. 
Had not some treson byn, 

Be dereworth God, as y weneP 
They wente agayne, bothe knyjt and knave. 
And founde Syr Roger in hys grave 

As hole as he was layde; 
They toke hym up and leved hym noght. 
The corse before the kyng was bro^l^ 

That made hys herte sory, as men sayde. *70 
Hys hownde wolde not fro hym fare; 
" Alias!** seyde the kyng, " now have y care, 

Thys traytur hath me betrayed I 
For he hath slayn an awnturs knyght, 
And flemyd my quene withowten ryght, 

For false tales that he hath me teldel" 
The steward also tyte 
The kyng let drawe hym, with grete dyspyte, 

Wyth horsys thorow the towne, 
And hanged hym on the galowe tree, ^80 

That al men myght hjrt see, 

That he had done tresone! 
Syr Rogers corse wyth nobuUe delay 
They beryed hyt the tothyr day, 

Wyth many a bolde barone; 
Hys hownde wolde not fro hym away, 
But evyr on hys grave he lay, 

Tylle deth had broght hym downe. 
The kyng let sende a messengere 
Fro towne to towne, ferre and nere, 5»o 

Aftur the quene to spye; 
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-^3^or nothyDg that they cowde spere, 
"^I'hey cowde nevyr of hur here, 

Then was the kjng sorj: 
^e seyde, " Now can y no rede, 
^or welle y wot that y am but dede, 

For sorowe y wylle now dye! 
Alias! that sche evyr fro me wente, 
Owre false steward hath us schent 

Wyth hys false traytory !" eoo 

Thus leveth the kyng in sorowe, 
Ther may no blys fro bale hym borowe 

Tylle he be broght to grounde; 
Soche lyfe he leved many a yere. 
With mekylle sorowe and evylle chere, 

Nothyng may make hym sounde; 
Hyt dothe the kyng mekylle payne 
When he thenkyth how sir Roger was slayne. 

And then halpe hys hownde; 
And of hys queue that was so mylde, ®io 

How sche went fro hym grete with chylde: 

He swownyd that yike stowndel 

And at sir Roger jende we wylle dwelle. 
And of the quene we wylle telle, 

And of hur chylde Tryamowre; 
He was a moche man and a longe, 
In every lym styff and stronge. 

And semely of colowre; 
Men and women dwellyd he among, 
3yt wrethyd he never non with wrong, ^^o 

That was hys owne honowre. 
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In that tyme, certaynly, 
Dyed the kyng of Hungary, 

And was beryed y-wys; 
He had no heyre hys londes to welde. 
But a doghtyr of vij. yerys elde,* — 

Hur name Helyne ys; 
Sche was whyte os blossome on flowre, 
Mery and comely of colowre, 

And semely for to kysse: 
When hur fadur was dede, 
Moche warre began to sprede 

Yn hur lande alle abowte; 
Therfore sche ys gevyn to rede, 
To take a lorde to rewle and to lede 

Hur londe wyth hys rowte; 
A nobuUe knyght, that cowde or myght 
Rewle hur londe, wyth gode ryght, 

That men myght drede and dowte! 
Hur cownselle wylle that sche do soo, 
For grete nede cawsyth hur therto. 

And sche answeryd them there on h}/ 
That they schulde faste hur with no fere, 
But he were prynce or prynceys pere, 

Or ellys chefe of chyralry. 
Therfore that lady feyre and gente, 
Wyth them wolde sche assente 

A justyng for to crye; 
And at that justyng schalle hyt bee, 
Whoso evyr wynneth the gree 

Schalle wedde hur wyth ryalte. 
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A day of justyng was ther sett, 
Halfe a yere no longer they lett, 

To be thore at that day, 
That they myght have there a space, 
Knyghtys of dyvers a place 

And no lenger delay; 
Knyghtys of dyvers londys. 
When they harde of these tythandys, 

They gysed them fuUe gay; ^^ 

Of every londe the beste, 
Thedur they rode withowten reste, 
Fulle wele arayed and dyght; 
Some therselfe for to assay. 
And some to wynne that feyre may, 

That semely was in syght; 
Mekylle was the chevalry 
That then come to Hungary, 

To go juste with Iher myght. 
When Tryamowre herde telle of thys tjrthand, ^"^^ 
Of that justyng in that londe 
Schulde hastely begynne, 
Yf he wyste that hyt wolde gayne. 
He wolde purvey hym fulle fayne 

That lady for to wynne; 
He had nothyr hors nor spere. 
Nor no wepyn hym with to were, 

That brake hys herte withynne; 
Faste he be-thynky th hym bothe evyn and morow 
Where hym were beste to borowe, ^^ 

Arste wolde he not blynne; 
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To hys lorde he can meene, 

And preyed hym that he wolde hym leene 

Wepyn, armowre and stede> 
" For at the justyng wolde y bene 
To kythe me with the knyghtys kene. 

My body for to bledel" 
Syr Barnard seyde, " What haste thou thoght? 
Of justyng canste thou ryght noght, 

For thou art not of age." *^ 

" Syr," he seyde, " what wott ye 
Of what strenkjrth that y bee. 

Or y be provyd in felde with the sage?" 
Barnarde seyde also hynde, 
" Tryamowre, syn ye wylle wynde. 

Ye schalle wante no wede; 
For y schalle lende the alle my gere, 
Hors and harnes, schylde and spere. 

And helpe the at thy nede." 
Then was Tryamowre fuUe blythe, 700 

He thanked Bernard fele sythe 

Of hys feyre proferynge; 
Before the justyng schulde bee. 
The chylde wente to hys modur free. 

And preyed hur of hur blessynge; 
Sche wolde have had hym at home fayne, 
But ther myght no speche gayne, 

Ther myght be no lettynge; 
Sone on the morne, when hyt was day, 
Tryamowre was gysed fulle gay, 710 

Redyly armyd and dyght. 
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When he was armed on a stede, 
He was a mjkelle man of brede 

And also moche man of myght; 
Tryamowre to the felde rydeth, 
Barnard no lenger abydeth. 

But rode wyth hym fuUe ryght; 
Ther was no prynce that day in felde 
That was so semely undur schylde, 

Nor bettur besemyd a knyght. 720 

Then was that lady sett 
Hye up in a garett, 

To beholde that play; 
There was many a nobuUe knyght, 
And prynceys proved in that fyght, 

And them selfe to assay. 
Wyth helmes and aiinowre bryght, 
That felde schon as candulle lyght, 

So were they dyght gay ! 
There was mekylle pres in pryde, ^so 

When eche man began to ryde, 

Knyghtys of grete renowne; 
Hyt befelle Tryamowre in that tyde 
To be on hys fadurs syde, 

The kyng of Arragone. 
The fyrste that rode noght for thy, 
Was the kyng of Lumbardy, 

A man of grete renowne; 
And Tryamowre rode hym ageyne, 
Thogh he were mekylle man of mayne, 740 

The chylde broght hym downe! 
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The kyngys sone of Armcmy 
On a stede, wyth grete envy, 

To Tryamowre he ranne; 
And TryBmowre turnyd forthy, 
And justyd wyth hym pertly, 

And downe he bare hym than! 
Then seyde Barnard with gret honowre, 
"A Tryamowre! a Tryamowre!" 

That men myght hym kenne. 
Maydyn Elyn, that was so mylde, 
More sche behelde that chylde 

Then alle othur men; 
Then was ther a bachylere, 
A prowde prynce withowtyn pere, 

Syr James he hyght, 
The Emperoure sone of Almayne, 
He rode sir Tryamowre agayne, 

And he kepyd hym falle ryght; 
Ayther on other sperys braste, 
But neyther to the groimde was caste, 

Bothe ware they men of myght; 
But syr James had soche a chopp, 
That he wyste not, be my toppe, 

Whethur hyt were day or nyght. 
Thus they justyd tylle hyt was nyght, 
Then they departyd in plyght. 

They had nede to reste; 
Sone on the mome when hyt was day, 
The knyghtes gysed them fulle gay. 

And proved them fulle preste. 
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Then, withowtyn more abode, 
Every knyght to odur rode, 

And sykurly can they stryke and threste: 
Tryamowre rode forthe in haste, 
And prekyd among the oost 

Upon the tother syde; 
The fyrste that rode to hym thon 
Was the kynge of Arragon, 

He kepeyd hym in that tyde: ^so 

He gaf hys fadur soche a clowte, 
That hors and man felle downe withowt dowte, 

And sone he was dyscryed. 
Syr Asseryn, the kynges sone of Naverne, 
Wolde nevyr man hys body warne, 

He come hym ageyne; 
He hyt hym on the helme soo, 
Soche a strokk he gaf hym tho. 

That alle men hyt syen/ 
The blode braste owt at hys eerys, ^90 

And hys stede to grownde he berys: 

Then was sir Barnard fayne! 
Then that lady of grete honowre, 
Whyte 08 lylly flowre, 

Hur love was on hym lente: 
They sesyd not tylle hjrt was nyght. 
And then they departyd them in plyght. 

And to ther ynnys they wente. 

The ny5t was paste, the day was come. 
Every knyjt hys hors hath nome, soo 

Some were wery and on wylde; 



28 THE ROMANCE OF 

The dewke of Sjselle, sir Sywere, 
He was the furste in that were, 

That fared forthe to the felde. 
Syr Tryamowre toke to h7m a spere, 
To the dewke he can hyt here, 

And hyt hjin on the schylde, 
And togedur they wente, 
That hyt bowed and bente, 

So ferse he was in felde! 
And at that tyme, as y yow hente, 
Many a lovely lady gente 

Fulle faste them behelde; 
The dewke of Ljrthyr, sir Tyrre, 
He prekyd forthe fulle pertly 

Tryamowre to assayle; 
Tryamowre turned hym belyve, 
To the dewke can he dry ve, 

But lothe he was to fayle: 
Soche a strokk he gaf hym then, 
That the dewke botie hors and man 

Turned toppe ovyr tayle! 
Then rode to hym the dewke of Aymere, 
He servyd hym on the same manere, 

Ther myght no thyng avayle! 
Kyng Ardus rode forthe in pres, 
The Emperours sone syr James, 

A spere spendyd he thare; 
He prekyd to the kyng with fors. 
And bare hym downe of hys hors, 

And hath hym hurted sare. 
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Then Tryamowre was fayne, 

Then be pryked to James of Almayne 

As kene as ony bore; 
So barde to bym can he caste, 
That scbylde and spere alle to-braste, 

Tben mygbt James no more. 
Tryamowre wolde nevyr bave reste, 
£ut bare bym boldely to tbe beste, 

Tbat was moost of bonowre; ^^ 

To ylke a prynce be was preste, 
Sors and man downe be caste, 

So styrde be bym in tbat stowre. 
Tber was none so gode as be, 
Tberfore tbey grauntyd bym tbe gree, 

Tbat bygbt Tryamowre. 
Tban batb tbat lady gente 
Cbosyn bym witb comyns assente. 

To be bur govemowre. 
Tban began tbe justyng to cese, 850 

And Tryamowre wened to bave bad pese, 

And onarmed bym also tyte. 
Tbe Emperours sone, syr James, 
Witb grete pryde aftur bym can pres, 

Of bym be bad grete dyspyte; 
To Tryamowre can be crye, 
" Yelde tbe tbefe, or tbou scbalt dye! 

Tbou scbalt not go qwyte!" 
Tbo seyde Tryamowre, wytb grete envy, 
" Syih y am demed to dye, ^eo 

Some stroke wylle y smytel" 
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Ther was no lenger let, 

On ylke a syde they hym beset, 

And gaf hym many a wounde; 
Tryamowre sturde hym so there, 
That whosoever he come nere, 

He was nevyr aftur sownde. 
Syr Barnard was of myght, 
And halpe syr Tryamowre to fyght, 

And styrde hym in that stownde: 
Kyng Ardus of Arragone 
Come rydyng to the towne, 

And sawe them fyght in fere; 
Hyt dud the kyng mekylle grefe, 
When he sawe the chylde at myschefe, 

That was hym leve and dere! 
Than halpe he Tryamowre, 
And broght hym gode socowre, 

Men that of myght were; 
Then began a strong stowre, 
Ther was no lenger socowre. 

But every man to hys pere. 
Syr James was prowde and preste. 
Among the knyghtys can he thruste. 

At Tryamowre had he tene; 
Styfly he stroke in that stownde, 
And gaf Tryamowre a wyckyd wounde 

Thorow owt the flanke, y wene ! 
Then was Tryamowre owt of hys wytt, 
Syr James on the hedd he hytt, 

Tylle he felle downe at that stede; 
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When Sir James to the grownd was caste, 
Hjs men were aferde and fledd faste, 

And morned for drede: 
Tryamowre was hurte sore, 
That fjght myght he no more, 

So byttyrly can he blede; 
Tryamowre made no longer lettyng, 
But tak3rth hys leye at the kyng, 

And thankyd hym for hys fey re dede; ^^^ 
And nevyr wolde he blynne, 
Tylle he come to sir Bamardes town withynne, 

And to hys modur he yede; 
That lady sorowed in hur wede, 
When sche sawe hur sone blede, 

That alle wan was hur blee and hur blode! 
Tryamowre kyssed hys modur in hye, 
And seyde, " Modur, let be yowre crye, 

Me eylyth nothyng but gode.'* 
A leche was sent aftur in that stownde, ^^^ 

For to serche the chyldys wounde, 

And for to stawnche the chyldys blode. 
Tryamowre he undurtoke belyve 
To save hym, upon hys lyfe; 

Then mendyd hys modurs mode. 
The tother knyghtys, the boke says, 
Prekyd to the palays, 

The lady for to here; 
Knyghtys apperyd to hur preste, 
Then myght sche chose of the beste, »^ 

Whych that hur wylle were: 
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Tho knyghtys behelde that free, 
But Tryamowre can sche not see, 

Then chaungyd hur chere! 
Sche seyde, " Lordynges, where ys hee 
That jysturday wan the gree? 

I chese hym to my fere!" 
Alle that stode there thay soght, 
But Tryamowre fonde they noght, 

Then was that lady woo! 
Hur barons were before hur broght, 
Sche prayed them to graunt hur hur thoght, 

Respyte of yerys two. 
Sche seyde, " Lordynges, so Grod me save, 
He that me wan he schalle me have! 

Ye wot wele yowre crye was so!" 
The lordys assentyd wele ther tylle, 
For sche seyde nothyng but skylle, 

And that sche wolde no moo: 
When thys was grauntyd verament, 
Of alle the folke the lady gente 

Wolde none but Tryamowre; 
Every prynce in hys present, 
Home to mete there thay went, 

There dyd they lytylle honowre. 
Syr James men were not fayne. 
For ther lorde was slayne, 

That was so strong in stowre; 
And in a chare they hym layne. 
And ladd hym home in to Almayne, 

To hys fadur the Emperowre. 
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he Emperowre felle downe in swowne, 
/lien they hys sone broght hym beforne, 

And seyde, " Who hath hym slayne?" 
rhey seyde, " We wott not what he ys, 
But Tryamowre he hyght y-wys, 

Ther was none there so moche of mayne! 
Ilie kyng of Arragon alsoo, 
^e halpe hym yowre sone to sloo, 

And also alle hys pres!" ^^ 

" Alias!" seyde the Emperowre, 
" Tylle y be venged of Tryamowre, 

Schalle y nevyr cese ! 
Kyng Ardus and Tryamowre, 
They schalle abye fulle sore 

The dethe of syr James!" 
The Emperowre verament, 
Aftur helpe he hath sente, 

Prynces proved in pres; 
The kyng then was sore adredd, ®70 

For the Emperowre soche power hadd. 

And wolde hym batayle bede; 
He sawe hys londe ovyr spradd. 
To a castelle hymselfe fledd. 

And vetaylyd hyt for drede. 
The Emperowre was fulle stowte. 
And beseged the castelle abowte. 

And spradd hys baners in haste: 
And gaf asawte to the holde; 
Kyng Ardas was stowte and bolde, ^^ 

And defendyd hym fulle faste. 
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Kjng Ardus fendjd hjs wonjs: 
Wondur grete were the stonjs 

That they thereowt cowde caste! 
Thej brake of some bothe back and bonjs, 
So they farde every day onys, 

The sawte dud vi. dayes laste. 
The kyng thoght that fuUe stronge 
To be beseged so longe. 

That he wyste not what to do: 
Two barons on hys message he sente, 
And to the Emperowre they went, 

And prayed hjm of reste thoo. 
" Syr, ye wyte owre kyng with wronge, 
For he never sir James slowe at none honde. 

He wylle hymselfe qwyte fulle fayne; 
Nor he was not in present, 
Nor with hys wylle, nor with hys assent. 

Was not syr James slayne: 
That wylle he do betwene yow two, 
Yowreselfe and he yf ye wylle soo, 

Yf ye hyt on hym wylle say; 
Or ellys to take yow a knyght. 
And he to take anodur to fyght. 

Be a certayne day: 
And yf yowre knyght happyn soo 
To be scowmfetyd or be sloo, 

Os hyt wylle be may. 
He wylle put hym 3m yowre wylle. 
To make yowre pees, as hyt ys skylle, 

Wythowtyn more delay: 
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ind yf hyt so betyde, 

Chat the knyght of owre syde 

May sle yowrys be wyth chawnce, 
Be preyeth yow that ye wylle cese, 
^nd let owre londys be in pees, 

Wythowtyn any dystawnce." 
The Emperowre, withowt fayle, 
Toke the day of batayle 

With the kyng at that chawnce ; ^^^^o 

For he had a champyone. 
In every of londe of moste renowne. 

In hym was hys fyawnce. 
When pese was cryed and day tane, 
Kyng Ardus was a yoyfuUe man, 

He trystyd on Tryamowre: 
He sende to seke hym withowtyn fayle, 
Agayne the day of batayle 

For hys dere socowre; 
The messengere ys come and gone, i^^o 

But tydynges of Tryamowre herde he none, 

The kyng began to lowre; 
« Yf he be dedd," he seyth, " alks! 
Who schalle fyght with Moradas, 

That ys so styffe in stowre?" 

Whan Tryamowre was hole and sownde, 
And coverde of hys grevus wounde. 

He busked hym to fare: 
" Modur,** he seyde with mylde chore, 
" Wyste y who my fadur were, ^^^^ 

The lasse were my care!" 

D 2 
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" Sone," sche seyde, " wele schalt thou wytt, 
When thou haste done that thou hett, 

Be God that for us dye can !" 
" Modur," he seyde, " yf ye wylle soo, 
Have gode day, for y wylle goo, 

And speke wyth my lemman." 
Tryamowre rode ovyr dale and downe 
Into the londe of Arragon, 

Awnturs to soke and see; 1050 

As he come rydyng in a foreste, 
He sawe many a wylde beste 

And had howndys thre: 
To a herte he let renne, 
xij. fosters dyscryed hym.then, 

That were kepars of that fee; 
They lapped hym in on ei^rj syde, 
Ther was no bote but to abyde, - 

But loth was hym to flee; 
He bad a wedd nevyr the lesse, IMO 

And preyed them that he myght passe, 

Yf he had trespaste oght. 
Then swere the fosters alle twelve. 
They wolde no wedd but hymselfe, 

Othur we be hyt noght; 
Soche ys the lawe of thys londe. 
That ye muste lese yowre ryght honde, 

Othur may hyt be noght! 
Then seyde Tryamowre, with herte throo, 
** That wedd ys me lothe to for-goo, 1070 

But hyt be dere boght." 
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^IThere was noght ellys to say, 
^ut alle the fosters to hym cun lay 
Wyth steme worde and mode: 
3at sone of pees they hym pray, 
Ther wente but oon on ly ve a way, 

There had they lytylle gode! 
When they were betyn to the growndys, 
Tryamowre wente to seke hys howndys. 

And wolde not leve them soo, ^®^ 

Xylle he come to a watur syde. 
There he sawe the beste abyde. 

And had slayn hys howndys twoo; 
The thrydd hownde fyghtyug he fyndys. 
The beste stroke hym wyth hys tyndys. 

And Tryamowre was fulle woo; 
He stroke hys hors in to the rever, 
Bo socowrd hys hownde and slew the dere, 

Hys bewgalle blewe he tho. 
The kyng soyournyd in that tyde ^^^ 

At a maner there besyde. 

And herde a bewgulle blowe! 
Alle that were in the halle 
Wondurd, bothe gret and smalle, 
For no man dud hyt knowe! 
Wyth that come a foster, 
Certenly with a fowle chere. 

Into the kyngys halle, y trowe; 
The kyng at hym can frayne, — 
" Syr," he seyde, " yowre men ar slayne, i^^o 
Alle nyn on a rowel" 
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Than he tolde a tale trewe, 
That was he that the home blewe 

That thys wondur hath wroght! 
" Twenty men were fuUe fewe 
To take the knyght, he ys soche a schrewe, 

But hyt were dere boghtl" 
Kyng Ardus seyde then, 
" Y have mystur of soche a man, 

God hath hym hedur broghtl * 

FuUe welle y am be-gone, 
Y trowe God hath me sent wone, 

That shalle Moradas bryng to noght V* 
The kyng callyd knyghtys fyve, 
And bad them go belyve 

And fynde hym at hys play; 
" No evylle worde to hym ye nevyn, 
But sey to hym with mylde stevyn, 

He wylle not sey yow nay!" 
Anon the knyghtys ther horsys hente, 
And to the wode then they went 

To seke aftur the chylde; 
They fonde [hym] be a watur syde, 
He sate and fedd hys howndys in that tyde 

Wyth the beest so wylde; 
They seyde, " God be at yowre game T 
He seyde, " Welcome, alle same!" 

He lete hymselfe then be gylyd. 
They seyde, " Syr, ys hyt thy wylle 
To come and speke owre kyng tylle, 

Wyth wordys meke and mylde?" 
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'X'lyamowre asked them fuUe hende, 

* • Syr," he seyde, " what hyght yowre kyng, 

And what hyght hys londe?" 
** Thys londe," they seyde, " hyght Arragon, 
The kyng hyght Ardus wyth crowne, 

Hys place ys nere-honde." 
"When Tryamowre come into the halle, 
He haylesed the kyng and sythen alle, 

He knewe hym at that syght; l^^o 

The kyng toke hym be the hande, 
And made hym glad semelande, 

And asked hym what he hyght? 
** Syr," he seyde, " y hyght Tryamowre, 
Ye halpe me onys in a stowre. 

Ye feynyd yow not to fyght; 
Had ye not byn, y had be slayne 
"Wyth the emperowrs sone of Almayne, 

Ye knewe wele that knyght." 
The kyng wyste wele that hyt was he, ^^o 

He kyssyd hym tymes thre; 
And terys let he falle; 
He seyde, " Welcome ye bee! 
Grete blame y have sofurd for the I" 

And sythen he tolde hym alle. 
" Wyth the Emperowre y have takyn a day. 
To defende me yf y may; 

To Jhesu wolde y calle, 
Os y nevyr syr James sloo. 
He delyvyr me of woo, li^o 

And so y trowe he schalle!' 
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Tryamowre seyde, " Y am fulle woo, 
That thou art for me anojed soo, 

Yf J myght hyt amende, 
At the day of batayll forthy 
Ther schalle no man fyght but y, 

Take the grace that God wylle sende." 
Then was the kyng bothe blythe and gladd. 
And seyde, ^' For Moradas y am not adrad, 

To batayle when he schalle wendel H'o 

Ofte y made men aftur yow to spere, 
But myght y not of yow here. 

My ryght schalle thou defender 
Than dwellyd they togedur same, 
Wyth mekylle yoye and game, 

Therof they wantyd ryght noght; 
They went on hawkjmg be the rever. 
And other whyle to take the dere, 

Where that they gode thoght; 
Tylle the day of bataylle was comen, nso 

That they had before nomen, 

Then the Emperowre thedur soght: 
With hym he broght kyng and knyght, 
And Moradas that was so wyght. 

To batayle was he broght: 
Bothe the partys there were harde. 
And sythen to the felde they farde. 

The place was barryd and dyght. 
The kyng comfortyd Tryamowre, 
Forsothe, or he went to the stowre, ii^ 

He made hym a knyght. 
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The kyng kyste hym and seyde hym fulle feyre, 
" Tryamowre, y make the mjn heyre, 

And for me thou schalt fyght!" 
" Syr," he seyde, " have thou no drede, 
Y tryste in God that he schalle me spede. 

He standyth wyth the ryghtl" 
Then bothe the partyes swore 
To holde the covenaunt they made before. 

To Jhesu can they calle. 1200 

Syr Tryamowre and Moradas 
Were redy armed in that place. 

And broght among them alle; 
Ayther were armed on a stede. 
Of Tryamowre was grete drede, 

Ther was none so hynde in halle; 
Moradas was so styff in stowre, 
Ther myght no man hys dyntys dewre, 

But he made them to falle: 
Than rode they two togedur a-ryght, 1210 

Wyth scharp sperys and swerdys bryght, 

Thay smote togedur sore! 
Ther sperys they spendyd and brake schyldys. 
The pecys flewe into the feldys, 

Grete dyntys dud they dele thore. 
Alle had wondur that there were, 
Olde, yonge and chylde, y swere, 

So sore they dud smytel 
Tryamowre thoght hyt schulde be qwytt, 
He faylyd of hym, hys hors he hytt, 1220 

To hys herte hys spere can byte! 
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Moradas seyde, " Hyt ys grete schame 
On a hors to wreke thy grame!" 

Tryamowre seyde as tyte, 
" Levyr y had to have hyt the, 
Have my hors and let me bee, 

Y am lothe to flyte." 
Moradas seyde, ** Y wylle hym noght, 
Tylle thou have that strok boght, 

And Wynne hym wyth ryght." ^^^ 

Than leved Tryamowre hys stede. 
He lyghtyd downe and to hym yede, 

On fote can they fyght; 
Tryamowre sparyd hym noght. 
But evyr in hys hert he thoght, 

" To day was y maked knyght! 
Owthyr schalle he sle me sone. 
Or on hym y schalle wynne my schone, 

Thorow the grace of God Almyght!" 
Grete wondur hyt was to see them two, 1240 

The strokys that were betwene them tho. 

So harde on helme they he we; 
Moradas was for-foghtyn and for-bledd, 
Therfore ho was nevyr so sore a-dredd, 

Hym gamed lytylle glewe. 
Tryamowre was then ferse, 
Thorow owt the armour into the flesche 

He gaf hym a wounde newe; 
Thorow hys herte the swerde ranne. 
The Emperowre was then a sory man, 1250 

And Moradas asked trewe: 
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He kyssyd the kyng and was hys frende, 
And toke hys leve for to wende, 
No longer wolde he dwelle. 
^yng Ardus and Tryamowre 
^ere ledd home wyth honowre, 

Forsothe as y yow telle; 
•^le that yn that cyte were, 
"^the lesse and more, 

Hym pressed for to see: ^^eo 

"*A^re were they withowtyn care, 
•^^th glad semeland and welfare, 

Ther myght no bettur bee; 
^^*"^^te was the honowre and the renowne 
"^^^iiat he had in Arragone, 

For hys feyre dede. 
-'^he kyng profhrd hym fulle feyre, 
* Tryamowre, y make the myn heyre 

Of londe and of lede." 
** Syr,** he seyde, " gramercy, nay, i^ro 

^fte togedur speke we may, 

Y aske yow but a stede: 
*To other londys wylle y spere, 
More of awntors for to here, 

And who dothe beste yn dede." 
There he dwellyd whylle he wolde, 
The kyng gave hym bothe sylver and golde. 

That ryche gyftys were; 
6ode horsys wantyd he noght. 
To take or to leve whethur he thoght, ^^^ 

And alle hys other gere. 
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He toke hys leve at the kynge, 
And kyssed hym at hys partyng; 

The kyngys herte was fuUe sore. 
He seyde, " Tryamowre, alle that ys myne. 
When thou wylt hyt schalle be thyn, 

My londe lesse and morel" 
Now ys Tryamowre wente, 
Hjrmselfe ys in gode atente, 

For every man ys hys frende; 
Ynto every londe, ferre and nere, 
Where he myght of awnturs here, 

Thedur can he wende: 
In alle londys he had the gree, 
Ther was none so gode as hee 

Of alle the knyghtys hende, 
Therfore gate he grete name, 
Yn every londe there he came. 

In alle placys where he can wende. 
Justyng and turnamentys let he bee. 
And into Hungary wende wylle hee. 

For no man wylle he lett; 
Betwene two mowntayns was hys way, 
He went forthe as the strete lay, 

Wyth a palmer he met; 
He askyd hym gode for charyt^, 
Tryamowre gaf hym with hert free. 

The palmer for hym can grete, — 
He seyde, " Syr, turne agayne, 
For or ye passe the mowntayne, 
Ye schalle be slayne or bete!*' 
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^^^amowre asked hym, " How soo?" 
Syr," he 3eyde, " for brethur twoo 
That on thys mowntayn can dwelle; 
H^lierfore, y prey yow with herte fayne, 
iT'hat ye wylle tume ageyne, 

For drede hyt ys with them to melle!" 
*Xlien seyde Tryamowre, " But they were moo, 
Owt of my wey wylle y not goo, 

Yf they were devyls of heUe!" is^o 

Be seyde, " Palmer, have gode day!** 
^nd went forthe on hys way 

As faste os he cowde ryde. 
He had not redyn but a whyle, 
Not the mowntans of a myle. 

Two knyghtys sawe he hove and abyde; 
The toon rode hym untylle, 
The tother hovedd on an hylic 

A Ijrtulle there besyde; 
The toon hoved, and behelde ^^^ 

The strokys they gaf undur schylde, 

Gret wondur had hee! 
Betwene them can he ryde, 
And preyed them to abyde. 

And sone then let they bee; 
To Tryamowre he seyde anone, 
'* So strong a knyght sawe y never none, 

Thy name anone telle thou me." 
Seyde Tryamowre, " Then wolde y fayn wytt, 
Why ye two kepe thys strett, i«40 

And sythen y schalle telle the." 
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The tother brothur seyde, " We sehalle yow te 
For thys chesone here we dwelle, 

And wroght alle thys woo. 
We had a brodur they callyd Moradas, 
Wyth the Emperowre he was, 

A stalworth man y-nogh: 
In Arragon, for the Emperowre, 
A knyght they callyd Tryamowre 

In bataylle dud hym sloo! ^^ 

Yf we wyth hjm mett, 
Therfore kepe we thys strett.' 

And Tryamowre logh thoo! 
^* And also, y say, another, 
Borlonde owre other brother, 

The mane moost of myght, 
He besegeth a lady, 
The kyngys doghtyr of Hungary, 

To wedd hur hath he hyght, 
And so weUe then hath he spedd. 
That forsothe he sehalle hur wedd, 

Syr Burlonde that knyght. 
But yf sche fynde may, 
To defende hur, os y yow say, 

A man of armes bryght; 
Therfore sche hath takyn a day, 
Certenly, os y yow say. 

And waged hur glove for to fyght; 
And that same Tryamowre 
Loveth that lady peramowre, 

As hyt ys me tolde. 
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And ache hath aftnr h jm sente. 
And we hxwe wmjtjd hjm Tenunent, 

And sLajne bur barons bolde; 
And jf be wjfle to Hongary, 
Tbaa f<n*tbe scbaDe b js wi^ 1 je. 

And sle bjm fajne we w<Me. 
He batb bar socowre bett, 
Tf we maj we schalle hjm lett, 

Y trowe hjt scbaDe not bolde; i^^ 

And jf scbe at bar daj fajle, 
Ther scballe no thyng bar ayajle. 

Bat Barlonde scballe bar wedd. 
And Trjamowre nc^bt we kenne, 
Wberefore tber passytb bere no men, 

Wjtb strenkytb bat tbej be kedd: 
Now bave we the cbeson tolde, 
Thj rygbt name wytt fayne we wolde. 

And be tbou not adredd; 
Thoa scbalt dwelle bere with us twoo, ^390 

And jf thou wylt not soo, 

Evylle then haste thou spedd!" 
" Spede,** seyde Tryamowre, " as y may, 
Whylle y have be-hett yow for to say. 

My name schalle y not layne; 
Yowre jumay may ye thynk welle sett, 
Wjrth the man have ye mett 

That yowre brothur hath slayne! 
And ye wylle geve me leve to goo, 
Wyth Burlonde wylle y fyght so, ^^ 

For bur love that ye sayn!" 
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" Welcome," they seyde, " Tryamowre, 
Hut love thou schalt bye fulle sore, 

Nothyng may the gayne!" 
They smote togedur wyth hert throo, 
And he allone ageyne them twoo, 

To fyght he was fulle preste; 
Ther armowre myght not gayne, 
Bothe thorowowt back and bone, 

He made the blode to owt breste: ^^^^ 

Grete strokys they gaf amonge, 
And that lasted wondur longe, 

Wythowtyn any reste; 
So faste abowte conne they goo, 
That they wroght hym mekylle woo, 

As y yow say, be Goddys est! 
Tryamowrs hors was sekur y-wys. 
And hys schylde flewe alle to pecys. 

So harde to hym they yede; 
In that tyme ther was not soche thre, ^^20 

Gret wondur hyt was to see, 

So doghty they were in dede! 
But Tryamowre, at the laste. 
The too brothur downe he caste. 

Then had the tothur mekylle drede! 
No lengur there then wolde he byde. 
But rode forthe there a lytulle besyde. 

And hovedd on hys stede: 
Sone had Tryamowre slayn the tother, 
A sory man was hys brothur, ^^so 

And wolde be venged faynq,. — 
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"Take the grace that God wylle sende me, 
Me ys levyr to dye then flee !" 

Wyth that he turned agayne ; 
Wyth hys swerde to hym he yede, 
And slew sir Tryamowrs stede, 

Fulle mekylle was hys mayne ! 
Syr Tryamowre faght on fote, 
What schalle we more of hym mote ? 

The tothur brothur was slayne ! i*^^ 

Tryamowre takyth the knyghtes stede, 
For that lady he was in drede. 

For sche besegedd lay : 
The lady had so grete thoght, 
For Tryamowre came noght, 

Sche wyste not what to say. 
The day was come that was sett, 
Lordus come, as they hett, 

Many oon stowte and gay : 
Burlonde was there redy dyght, ^^^^ 

And bad hur brynge forthe hur kny3t, 

And sche seyde schortly, nay. 
In the castelle had sche hyt hyght. 
To defende hur with alle hur myght, 

So as hur counsayle radd ; 
"Certys, yf Tryamowre be on lyfe. 
With Goddys grace he schalle come bely ve, 

Wyth enemyes y am bestadd ! 
For y trowe he loveth me wele. 
And trewe he ys as any stele ; 1460 

In worlde where ever he be bestedd, 

E 
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And he wyste of thjs case, 
Hyddur he wolde take hys pase, 

My lyfe dar y lay to wedd !" 
And ryght with that come Tryamowre 
In the moost of that stowre, 

Then gamed hym no glee ; 
He asked a man what hyt myght meene, 
And he tolde hym alle be-deene, 

How the batayle schalde bee ; 1470 

He sawe Burlonde on hors hove, 
He rode to hym and waged hys glove, 

That lady chalenged hee ! 
Sayde Tryamowre, "Who so wylle fyght, 
Y am redy in my ryght, 

To slee hym or he mee !" 
The lady on a towre stode. 
And sche wende that he had ben wode. 

For sche knewe not hys myght ! 
Sche asked Barninrde then, Hso 

" Syr, can not ye a knyght kenne, 

That ys to batayle dyght ? 
A kreste he beryth in blewe." 
Syr Barnarde* then hym knewe. 

And seyde at that syght, 
"Madam, God hath sent yow socowre, 
For yondur ys syr Tryamowre, 

That wyth Burlonde wolde fyght !" 
Then was that lady fulle fayne, 
Bothe to Jhesu can they prayne, i^w 

* In the printed edition the name of the person who recognised 
Tyramowre is not mentioned. 
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To gyf hym grace to spede ! 
Tryamowre to hym berys, 
And they alle to-braste ther sperys, 

That bothe to the grownde they yede : 
That ylke metyng was so throo, 
When bothe to the grownde conne goo, 

The rychest in wede. 
They settyd strokes of mode, 
When they bothe to the grownde yode. 

They were bothe doghty in dede ! ^^^^ 

They start up bothe withyn a whyle, 
Ther stedys on the grownde lay fulle stylle. 

On fote they faght in fere ; 
Ther was none in felde thoo. 
That cowde chese the bettur of them twoo, 

So boldely they them here ! 
The batayle lasted wondur longe, 
They seyde, "Be Burlonde never so stronge. 

He hath fcmde hys pere." 
Wyth swerdys scharpe the faght faste, ^^^^ 

At ylke stroke the fyre owt braste, 

They nyghed wondur nere ; 
Tryamowre at hym conne mynte, 
Hys swerde felle fro hym at that dynte. 

To the grownde can hyt goo ! 
Then was Burlonde fulle gladd, 
And that lady was sore adradd, 
Knyghtys were fulle woo I 
Tryamowre asked hys swerde agayne, 
But Burlonde faste can hym frayne, 1^20 
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Then sejde he to hym soo, 
"Telle trewly what thou hyght, 
And why thou chalangyst that lady bryght, 

And take thy swerde the too." 
Sayde Tryamowre, " On that covenaund. 
My ryght name schalle y pot wande, 

Ware thou the devylle of helle ! 
Men calle me syr Tryamowre, 
Y wanne thys lady in a stowre, 

Wyth tonge as y the telle !" ^«30 

Then seyde Burlonde, " Thou hyt was 
That slewe my brodur Moradas, 

A feyre chawnce there the befelle !" 
Tho seyde Tryamowre, with hert throo, 
" So y dud thy brethur twoo 

That dwellyd upon the yonder hylle ! " 
Then was Burlond alle preste, 
^* Tryamowre, have thou no reste! 

Now am y welle bethoght ; 
Thy swerde getyst thou never agayne, ^^^^ 

Tylle y be venged or be slayne, 

Sorowe haste thou soght ! " 
Tho seyde Tryamowre, " Holde thou thy pese, 
That schalle the rewe or that we cese. 

Go forthel y drede the noght !" 
Burlond to fyght was bowne, 
Hys fote schett and he felle downe, 

And Tryamowre wylyly wroght ; 
Tryamowre hys swerde he hente, 
And agayne to Burlond he wente,, i**o 

And servyd hym on the newe gyse, — 
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He smote Burlond of be the kneys, 
And hewe hys leggys alle in pecys, 

Byght as he schulde ryse ; 
"A lytulle lower, syr," seyde hee, 
^'And let us smalle go wyth thee, 

Now are we bothe at oon assyse ! " 
A lowde laghtur that lady logh, 
And syr Barnard was prowde y-nogh, 

And thanked Grod fele sythes ; i^^ 

Burlonde on hys stompus stode, 
Wyte hym not yf he were wode, 

Then faght he wondur faste ! 
Tryamowre on the hedd he hytt, 
He had gevyn hym an evylle smytt, 

But hys swerde braste ; 
Tryamowre seyde to hym fulle sone, 
"Thy gode dayes are nere done, 

Thy power ys nere paste ! " 
Tryamowre at hym can stryke, ^^^o 

That hedd and fete lay bothe in lyke, 

To grownde was he caste ! 
Now ys Burlonde slayne, 
And Tryamowre, mekylle of mayne. 

To the castelle ys he wente : 
That lady that was so mekylle of myjt. 
At the yate she kepyd the knyght. 

And in hur armei^ hym hente. 
Sche seyde, "Welcome, syr Tryamowre! 
Ye have boght my love fulle sowre ! i^so 

My love ys on yow lente ! " 
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Then seyde alle the barons bolde, 
" Of hym we wylle owre londes holde 

Be the comyns assent." 
Then*was ther no nother to say, 
But takyn they have another day 

That he schulde hur wedd. 
Tryamowre had aftur hys modur sente^ 
Barnard aftur hur was went, 

And to the cowrte hur ledd. 1590 

Tryamowre seyde to hys modur then, 
" Now y wolde my fadur kenne, 

For now have we welle spedd ! 
Tell me now, modur free, 
Who ys my fadur and what hyt hee ? 

For nothyng be ye adredd." 
Hys modur togedur hur fyngers can folde, 
And alle togedur sche hym tolde> 

And mekylle sche can hym meene, 
"Kyng Ardus of Arragone, ^^^ 

He ys thy fadur, and thou art hys sone, 

And y was hys weddyd qwene : 
And afturward y was delefully demydd, 
And owt of that londe y was flemydd, 

Y never wyste what hyt myght meene. 
Why hyt was, nothur wherefore, 
Nothur myght hyt wete lesse nor more. 

But y was broght in tene ! " 
When Tryamowre thys tale herde, 
How he wyth hys modur farde, ^^^^ 

Letturs he dudd wryte ; 
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To the kyng he sente them tjUe, 

And preyed hym, yf hyt were hys wylle, 

That he faylyd hym not at that tyde, 
But that he wolde come to Hungary 
For to worschyp that mangery, 

Ther of he hym besoght. 
Then was the kyng wondur gladd, 
The messengere gode gyftjs hadd 

That the tythyngys broght ; l««> 

The day was come that was sett. 
The kyng come as he hadd hett, 

Wyth mekylle pres in pryde. 
The lordys wolde no lenger lett. 
The maydyn forthe was fett. 

And erlys on ylke asyde : 
The lady to the chnrche they ledd, 
A byschopp togedur them to wedd, 

Yn herte ys not to hyde ; 
And sone aftur the weddynge, i^^io 

They crowned Tryamowre kynge, 

They wolde no lenger abyde. 
Ye may welle wytt certeynly, 
That there was a grete mangery, 

There as so many were mett : 
Qwene Margaret began the deyse, 
Kjmg Ardus, wyth owtyn lees, 

Be hur was he sett ; 
The kyng behelde the qwene, 
Hym thoght that he schulde hur have seene, ^^^^ 

Wyth glad chere he hur grett : 
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"Yf hjt be yowre wylle," he seyde, ''madam. 
Telle me what ys yowre name, 

For nothynge that ye lett." 
" Syr,** seyde the qwene then, 
"Some tyme was ye cowde me kenne,. 

And ye were welle bethoght." 
The kyng spake not oon worde, 
Tylle men had etyn and drawen the borde. 

But stylle he sat in thoght ; ^®*^ 

Then the kyng toke the lady gente, 
And to a chaumbur anon they went, 

Syr Tryamowre dud they calle. 
Sche seyde, " Here ys yowre sone, 
Knowe hym yi ye konne :" 

And sythen sche tolde hym alle. 
Sche tolde how Marrok wowyd hur in dede, 
Aftur that hur lorde yede, 

For nothyng wolde he spare : 
" Y seyde he schulde be drawe, ^^^ 

For hys sory sawe, 

And he seyde he wolde no mare ! 
Aftur that, in that wode so wylde. 
He mett me and y wytb chylde, 

To fordo me thoght he thare. 
And sir Roger slewe of hys men xv.. 
And y went away fuUe clene, 

They wyste nevyr whare ! 
Sone aftur in a wode so wylde 
Y was dely vyr of a chylde, l^^o 

Wy th mekylle sorowe and care j 
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Then come Sjr Barnard 
Aftur a dere fuUe harde^ 

And of me he was ware. 
He seyde, "Dame, what doyst thou here?" 
And hym y tolde of my matere, — 

Then syghed he fulle sore ; 
He toke up my sone and mee. 
And ledd us home with herte free, 

And evyr sythen have we byn there." ^^^ 
Then was there yoye and blys, 
To see them togedur kysse 

Fulle ofte, or they cowde cese ; 
Kyng Ardus was nevyr so blythe, 
He kyssyd Tryamowre twenty sythe, 

And for hys sone he hym chese : 
Then the qwene was fulle gladd, 
That sche soche a lorde hadd, 

Ye wott, wythowtyn lees. 
Sche seyde, "Y have welle sped, J690 

That soche a lorde hath me wedd, 

That beryth the pryce in prees." 
Then dwellyd they bothe in fere, 
Wyth alle manor deynteys that were dere, 

Wyth solas on every syde ; 
Kyng Ardus toke hys leve and wente. 
And ledd with hym hys lady gente. 

Home rychely conne they ryde ; 
Alle hys londe was fulle fayne 
That the qwene was come ageyn, leoo 

The worde spronge fulle wyde. 
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Ejnge Ardus and hys wyfe, 

Wyth joje and blys they ladd tber lyfe, 

Yn hert hyt ys noght to hyde. 
Kyng Tryamowre and hys qwen^ 
Mekylle yoye was them betwene, 

Man chylder had they twoo ; 
Aftur that hys fadur was dedd, 
Then he cowde no nothur redd, 

Y-wys he was fulle woo ! i^io 

Hys yongyst sone then ordeygned hee 
Aftur hys fadur, kynge to bee, 

God grawnt hym wele to reyoyse ! 
Here endyth Syr Tryamowre, 
That was doghty in every stowre, 

And evyr wanne the gree. . 
God bryng us to that blys. 
That evyr schalle laste withowt mys ! 

Amen ! Amea ! for charytee ! 



NOTES. 



L. 1. — Hevyn hlya thai, aUe schaUe wynne.] The early 
printed edition reads, — 

Now Jesu Cliryste our heven kjnge 
Graunte you all his dere blessynge, 

And hye heven for to wynne; 
If ye wyll a stounde laye to your eere, 
Of adventres ye shall here, 

That wyll be to your lykynge. 

L. \6,^Syr Ardus.] Copland reads Syr Aradaa, 

L. 27. — And trewe as atde on tree.] That is, on wood. 
This phrase is not very common in early poetry, and Cop- 
land alters it to, " as true as the turtel on tree/' The same 
yariation again occurs. 

L. 78.— Owt upon the,] " Owt upon the the," MS. 

L. 166. — Fyne,] " Byne," corruptly in Copland. 

L. 224. — Horcop,] That is, a bastard. The term occurs 
in Palsgraye. Copland has '^ another mannes chylde." 

L. 2^7.—Thretti/.] Copland rea^ds forty . 

L. S2e.—Fourtl] " Fourtene," printed ed. " As it is in 
Bamaynes toldc," which shows the present poem is a trans- 
lation. 

L. 330. — Why wantyd he hys wede.] Copland reads, 
''alas! he lacked wede." 

L. 363.-^^^0.] " Four,^' printed ed. 
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L. 377. —Sche ^%te no lenger dwdle for drede,] " She 
no lenger there abede," printed ed. 

L. 422. — JSir Barnard ^essengere,'] " Bamarde Mause- 
wynge," printed ed. Copland then reads as follows : — 

Softely he wente nere and nere, 

He lyghted on fote and behelde her chere, 

As a knyght curteese and kynde. 
He awaked that lady of beaute : 
She loked on full pyteously, 

And was aferde full sore. 
He sayde^ what do you here, Madame? 
Of whens he you, and what is your name? 

Haye ye your men forlome? 
Syr, she sayde, yf ye wyll wete, 
I am named Margarete, 

In Aragon was I borne. 

L. 466. — Hur sone that.] Copland reads : — 
This chylde waxed wonderous well. 
Of grete stature both flesshe and fell, 

Eyery man loyed hym tniely ; 
Of his company all folke were gladde, 
None other cause in dede they hadde, 
The chylde was gentyll and bolde. 
L. 485. — FouleJ] Yule, or Christmas. 
L. 601. — Thus leueth the kyng.] Copland reads, — 

Longe tyme thus lyyed the kynge 
In grete sorowe and moumynge. 

And oftentymes dyde wepe ; 
He toke grete thought more and more, 
It made his herte wery sore, 

Hys syghes were sette so depe. 

L. 628.— >8fcAe was whtfte.] Copland reads,— 
Sche was as whyte as lely flonre. 
And comely of her gaye coloure, 

The fjBiyrest of ony towne or towre ; 
She was well shapen of fote and hande, 
Fere had she none in no lande, 
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She was so firesshe and so amorous; 
For whan her fader was deed, 
Gret ware b^^ to sprede 

In that londe aboute : 
Than that ladyes counsaile gaye her rede 
To gete her a lorde her hinde to lede, 

To role the reahne without doubte: 
Some myghty prynce, that well myght 
Rule her land by reason and ryght, 

That all men to hym myght loute. 
L. 1049. — Arroffon,'] " Iragowne," printed ed. 
L. 1696.— ir^^.] That is, is called. 



The following fragment of this romance is contained in a 
MS. of the sixteenth century, comprising various poems, 
preserved in Rawlinson's collection. It agrees with no 
printed copy I have yet examined, and may very possi- 
bly be merely part of a more modem version of Copland's 
edition. At all events, it is worth printing as completing 
our materials for establishing the text of this romance : — 

And when they had saide alle that in stoure. 
The maide woulde none but Triamoure : 
Than the grete lordes there present. 
Home to Arragone thay wente, 

They were so stoute in stowre: 
Sir Jamys men were littille fidne, 
For that their lorde thus was slaine. 

They had but smalle honowre. 
In a chare his body they laide, 
And led hym home into . . . , 

To his fother the emperoure. 
We wot not what name he has, 
Syr Triamoure they said he was, 

So called they hym in the citie. 
The Kyng of Haragoune alsoo, 
He helpeth thy sonne to slow, 
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And alle hjs grete meny. 
Alas ! then saide the Emperoure, 
He shall able, that vile traitoure ! 

Nor wille 1 ever cease 
Till they be slaine in a sharp stoure, 
Bothe the kyng and Tryamoure, 

I swere it by the mese ! 
Then Kyng Argos was fulle drad, 
When he these tythynges heard, 

And the batayle in sothe : 
He wente his londes were lome. 
And to a castelle he fled anone, 

His baner he gan to spredde. 
He gaye assawte fulle bolde, 
And Kyng Argos was at the holde, 

And ordered it fulle welle 
With gunnes and grete stones round 
He threw it downe to the grounde, 
So sore he dyd them pelle (?) 
They brake many stronge bones, 
Eyery daye for the nones, 

With them did they melle : 
The Emperoure was hurt fiille sore, 
He was greyed therefore, 

And his menne fulle ille. 
King Argos thought fulle longe 
That he was beseiged so strong 

With grete myght and mayne : 
Two lordes forthe on message he sente, 
And straight to the Emperoure wente. 

And when he could. them see. 
Of pece they can hym pray. 
And take truce tille a certen daye: 
And sayde, the kyng sendes worde this daye 
That he neyer your sonne did slaye, 

So he wolde quit hym foine : 
He was not presente. 
Nor in no wise dide consente 

To that your sonne was slaine. 
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That wille he prove, yf ye wylle so, 
Yourself and he betwixt the two, 

If he wUle it lajne. 
Or else take a knighte, 
And he wiHe another to fight 
Upon a certeine daye. 
If it ahoulde chance so 

As I to you saye. 
Oar kyng then wiHe do your wylle. 
And be [at] youre biddioge, both loude and stille, 

"Withouten more delay. 
And als yf it should betide 
That youres do our stride 

Be slaine by any mischaunce, 
My lorde shalle make your war sese, 
And our londes be at pese, 

Withouten ony distaunce. 
The Emperoure sayd, withoute fayle, 
Sette a day of bataile, 

Bytheassente 
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